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test-tube  baby 


Your  skin  is  scrubbed  crimson; 
a  scapegrace,  you  were  made 
for  this  world:  functional, 
symbolic,  intense,  irresolute. 
You  grew  organic  from  our  dust 
and  desire  for  an  image  filled 
as  beakers  mixing  the  age; 
you  express  our  sense  of  deity. 

A  cauldron  bubbled  your  birth; 
yet  the  world  we  got  with  you 
pours  back  into  a  sterile  womb 
of  glass  and  whitewashed  stone. 
You  rotate  in  a  capsized  cup, 
graceful  as  the  machine  allows. 
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to  your  boyfriend  in  Vermont 
from  your  hellofriend  in  boston 

blacktopper  feline 
of  petting  paws 
coil  and  recoil 
many  a  pounce 

while  lipstick  punctuation 
of  pouting  puss 
sucks  a  tobacco  dream 
when  he’s  not  here 

spool  of  playful  words 
snare  the  paws 
i  train  you  to 
alley  love 
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Shall  we  sit  by  the  dusty  attic  window 
and  watch  the  winter  afternoon 
smother  with  brown  shadow 
the  splintered  snow  drifts 
of  a  thousand  back  yards? 

The  brown  squirrel  has  stopped 

poised  on  the  tip  of  the  fallen  peach  bough , 

a  hazel  nut  in  his  sharp  shiny  nails. 

A  thistle  grew  last  fall 

in  the  rock  garden.  At  its  roots 

is  a  frayed  jay  feather. 

Shall  /  show  you  the  yellow  billed  blackbird 
as  it  brandishes  its  wings 
on  the  top  of  the 
fir  tree  ? 


love  song 


I  was  talking  to  Saunders,  a  day  later.  We  were  in  a  stimgy 
bar  light  draft  smokey  place,  conversations  T  V  at  each  end  and 
Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic  (Andy  Williams)  on  the  juke. 
Georges  and  Petra  were  coming,  were  waiting  for  us  to  come. 
Dialogue  over  beer,  nuts  I  ’m  drunk  again.  Soothing  effort. 

Rising.  Bright  blast  of  air,  cold,  easing  water  through  the  eyes. 
Clear  head  I  have  a  chance  thought  to  raise  my  spirit,  Petra 
coming,  coming  again.  Depression,  malignant  tumor  benign 
growth. 

—Do  you  think  we  will  ever  make  it?  Damn  what  a  question.  I 
mean  are  we  good  enough  to  make  it,  are  my  poems  good 
enough  to  make  it  lookit  that  bitch,  myth  symbols  come  from 
god,  or  do  they  come  from  man.  are  they  both  gifts  to  ourselves 
No.  Self-love.  Age  of  Despair.  Self-hate.  Of  course  the  problem 
is  symbolic  dissonance. 

—Why  bother? 

—To  let  us  know.  But  you  know  that’s  what  I  cant  understand. 
Letus  Knowat.  Damn  light  turn  red  freezing  just  standing  in  the 
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cold  looking  up  to  Saunders.  Light  I  am  fury  signing  nothing 
fury  crying  to  create  —what—  nothing.  There  is  nothing, 
nothing  new.  Symbol  failed. 

-to  give  new  life  to  what  is  dead,  you  are  trapped  by  your  god. 
If  you  create  him,  then  you  can  destroy  him.  It  is  easy  to  break 
out. 

—  I  dont  know  that.  There  is  so  much  distance  between  us  I  have 
to  believe  he  exists. 


* 

Georges  and  Petra  arrived.  We  arrived.  The  talk  turned  light  as 
befits  raped  women.  I  looked  at  Petra,  long  time  since  last  light, 
talking  lightly  on  the  bed  stroking  her  naked  hair.  I  remember,  I 
remember  now  some  joy,  some  feeling  of  her,  and  I  laugh,  God, 
I  have  seen  your  seven  seals,  have  broken  all  now  walk  in  peace, 
relief,  for  a  moment  anyway. 

From  beer  to  wine,  subtle  change  of  taste,  light  music.  Chopin 
working  slowly.  Petra  nods  and  smiles.  I  joke  and  touch  her 
cheek.  I  have  known  you  before.  I  rest  my  head  in  the  cradle  of 
her  breast  and  yes  I  will  spend  the  night. 

Passing  in  the  dark  spears,  savages  rummage  through  a  brain,  I 
know  I  am  safe,  I  sleep.  It  is  the  waking  hours  I  fear.  Some 
look,  some  glance,  some  dance  of  words  I  only  hear  the  ending 
to. 

It  is  dark  when  I  awaken.  What  time  is  light.  I  had  forgotten  or 
not  had  time  to  know  before.  Petra  moves  at  my  thoughts.  Her 
gaze  and  face  are  constant,  reminding  me  of  passion  but  much 
deeper  in  the  sense  of  life  spreading-eagled  all  about  her.  I  feel 
her  soul  burst  through  my  core.  The  light  begins  to  grow,  the 
day  begins  to  grow,  it  must  be  six  o’clock 


—Petra  (the  beauty  of  the  sound,  the  beauty  of  the  name,  I 
love)  you  awake?  she  stirs,  the  glow  of  sleep  comes  through  her 
eyes. 

—for  my  soul. 

—what  did  you  say?  you  awake? 

—sort  of.  you  have  been  awake  long.  I  heard  you  move  long  ago. 
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I  think  I  love  you  I  think  I  always  have,  felt  this  way,  about 
you. 

—  I  watched  the  light  come  in  the  room.  I  have  never  seen  it  in 
daylight.  Do  you  have  to  work  today?  I  think  I  am  beginning  to 
be  hung-over. 

—yes.  Do  you  want  breakfast?  we  have  eggs  and  toast. 

—yes  I  must. 

(Georges  told  me  after  the  funeral  that  when  she  and  Saunders 
got  married  they  did  not  know  what  it  would  be  like.  For  a 
while  things  had  gone  well,  even  perfectly ,  then  when  Saunders 
left  school  she  felt  that  the  world  they  had  built  collapsed.  She 
started  drinking  and  watching  television  all  day  and  was  tired  or 
drunk  when  he  returned.  He  went  into  the  army  and  she 
divorced  him.  They  were,  as  she  said,  incapable  of  helping  each 
other.) 

—  I’m  so  hung  as  to  be  helpless. 


** 


fresh  from  the  journey  caused  by  sunshine  glancing 

through  a  window  in  Newyork,  Petra  joins  the  others  waiting  in 
the  rainfilled  streets  of  Boston  as  dawn  jutted  from  the  east 
harbor  remembering  the  false  sense  of  dawn  in  Provincetown 
that  spring  morning  thinking  it  actually  rose  from  the  west. 
Many  years  passed  and  now  again  worshipping  the  sun  after 
travelling  many  days. 

Petra  was  still  young  still  bounced  when  she  walked  as  her 
hair  danced  around  her  shoulders,  as  she  talked  and  wore  her 
eyes  deep  inside.  I  still  loved  her. 

We  belonged  in  Boston  when  I  watched  her  go  to  Newyork, 
she  said  to  seek  her  life-style,  to  find  herself  ...  ‘I  have  to  find 
out 

how  to  live’  she  had  said  .  .  .  memories  of  other  attempts  she 
lived  for  a  time  in  the  East  village,  dancing  in  the  park  of 
Sundays  on  top  of  the  earth  pile  (said  it  was 
put  there  to  remind  kids 

of  the  country )good  clean  dirt  scattered  around  a  big  mound 
with  kids  wrestling  and  getting  dirty  country-style.  We  got  dirty 
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country  style  before  she  left  that  morning  on  the  shuttle  to 
Newyork.  Then  Chicago  dirty  city  in  the  wind  then  back  to 
Newyork  experience  she  had  said  over  the  phone  ‘I’m  picking 
up  lots  of  experience’  working  in  a  Mexican  restaurant  on  Fifth 
and  living  with  Jamey  Hart  on  Riverside  Drive  .  .  She  was 
tripping  and  screwing  acting  in  movies  they  all  laughed  at  before 
turning  on,  got  too  much  for  her.  She  hated  needles  and  blood, 
and  screwing  she  once  said  about  screwing  ‘I’ll  never  screw  again 
unless  I  get  married  first’  and  that  was  after  doing  it  three  times 
late  in  the  night,  late  in  the  last  night  of  the  last  night  before 
she  left  for  Newyork. 

Seemed  so  long  since  I  touched  her  hair  her  cheek,  so  long  since 
I  touched  Her  lips,  so  long  since  I  touched  her.  Seven  years  of 
wandering  school  and  more  wandering,  Prester  Johntrying  to 
touch  myself  so  that  I  could  say  ‘look  at  me’  look  at  me  I  am  a 
man.  Seven  years  of  roads  and  buses  and  why  dont  you  get  a 
job  kid,  walking  streets  at  night  sleeping  in  all-night  diners 
trying  to  get  a  ride  to  Wheeling  Dothan  or  Council  Bluffs,  then 
back  worn  out  to  Boston  saying  there  is  nothin,  nothing  new  to 
hold  on  to  and 

(they  were,  as  she  said,  incapable  of  helping  each  other) 

say  with  strength  this  is  what  I  want  to  do  or  be  or  even  to  not 

do  or  be. 

Petra  coming  back  to  Boston  I  still  love  her,  I  see  her  on  the 
street  outside  the  Park  Square  seven  am  Sunday  morning  bus 
stop,  too  warm  for  March,  light  wind  blowing  her  hair  blowing 
around  her  shoulders.  I  touch  her  from  behind  and  say 
—hello. 

She  turns  around  and  sort  of  smiles  like  seeing  someone  you 
haven’t  seen  for  a  long  time  and  dont  quite  know  how  to  act. 
—hello. 

I  tell  her  about  my  car  and  how  it  is  just  around  the  corner  and 
she  says 

—  I  dont  have  a  place  to  stay. 

so  I  say  jumping  in  my  heart  I  love  her  still  I  do  I  do  she  can 

stay  with  me 

—you  can  stay  with  me 

until  she  can  find  a  place  to  stay,  sorting,  shrugging  her 
shoulders  she  says 
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—ok. 

and  in  the  car  she  talks  slowly,  deeply  about  the  way  her  life 
had  gone  for  seven  years  my  god  seven  years  I  can  hardly 
believe  it  and  she  laughs  and  sees  that  I  am  a  balding  twenty 
seven  year  old  and  then  she  realises  that  she  is  twenty-five  and  it 
has  been  a  long  time  a  long  seven  years  and  she  becomes  silent 
but  there  is  a  glow  in  her  that  tells  me  she  is  glad  to  be  home  to 
be  met  at  last. 

*  *  * 

A  few  days,  close  to  a  week,  we  sat  in  my  bedroom  sharing  a 
cigarette  on  Sunday  morning  before  it  was  time  to  go  out,  and 
we  seemed  to  be  thinking  about  where  we  had  been,  still  it 
wasn’t  comfortable,  being  away  not  sharing  growing  out  of 
childhood  touching  things  that  seemed  before  wary  in  the 
method  of  discovering  the  past  in  the  present  or  the  future  far 
into  the  days  that  danced  between  our  times,  that  danced  in  our 
dreams.  She  was  not  deeper  than  before  we  sat  on  the  bed 
discovering  morning  through  loving  each  other  gently  to  sleep. 
But  she  was  hurt  more,  awakened  from  that  dream.  Her  face 
had  grown  dark  sheltering  the  private  thoughts  and  dreams  of 
other  lovers  the  years  had  cast  her  way.  Were  there  many  I 
asked  her  once,  and  smiling  without  much  humor 
—yes  there  were  many 

and  I  left  it  at  that.  I  too  had  seen  the  sun  rise  many  times  from 
beds  that  were  not  my  own,  had  tasted  bitter  ends  of  coffee 
poured  from  shaking  hands  to  learn  my  way  out  as  I  came  in 
staring  at  the  blank  space  of  memory  left  to  grow  indolent  with 
the  passing  weeks  months  years. 

It  will  be  different,  standing  back  in  time,  forgetting  where 
we  left,  went  wrong,  where  we  died  our  little  deaths,  and 
laughed  into  the  face  of  the  moon  marking  the  way  to  thought. 

Sunday  thoughts,  Brighton  morning  wearing  thin,  to  break¬ 
fast,  lunch  then  dinner.  Then  to  Monday  dreary  Monday 
scraping  the  inside  of  the  week’s  required  duty.  Monday  night  I 
touched  her  cheek. 

—What  will  you  be  doing  now  your  here? 

—  I  think  I  have  a  job  selling  cards  in  a  store,  but  I  wont  know 
until  after  Easter 
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sheds  its  shallow  glimmer  on  its  several  days.  On  the 
weekend  down  to  the  coast  sharing  the  day  sunning  on  the 
springing  shore  driving  gulls  to  flight,  laughing  as  we  faced  each 
other  shaking  heads  saying 
—no. 

She  left  on  Monday  searching  for  a  room  in  Central  Square 
came  back  at  six  to  get  her  suitcase,  to  grin  and  say  good-bye 
and  come  and  see  me. 

Petra  moved  against  my  will  taking  dreams  I  once  held  close 
born  foreign  on  the  breach  of  day,  leaving  behind  memories 
that  were  not  forgotten,  never  made.  I  dreamed  I  touched  her 
late  at  night  coaxing  myself  to  sleep  drearily  hearing  music 
causing  thoughts  of  music  hall  player  pianos  vaguely  dancing  in 
the  back. 

Desolate. 

Seven  stolen  years  I  waited  waited  in  the  cast  off  glare  of  time 
for  the  chance  to  glance  her  hair  swinging  around  her  shoulders 
as  I  touched  her  once  again  in  my  thoughts.  I  followed  her  one 
day  to  Brattle  Square  as  I  caught  her  coming  from  Bickfords, 
and  watched  her  sort  out  customers  selling  cards  that  bear  some 
simple  message  to  someone  loved  or  loving.  Get  well  Happy 
birthday.  Depression,  malignant  tumor  benign  growth. 

—Petra,  (I  love  youcome  home  and  live  with  me  I  haven’t  felt 
right  since  you  left) 

-Hello 

—you  never  gave  me  your  address 

looking  down  across  the  tiled  floor  bent  by  many  shoes  digging 
turning  I  am  in  a  hurry. 

—yes  I  know.  I  am  not  sure  what  to  do.  I  dont  love  you  any 
more.  Too  many  things  have  happened  ,  too  many  things  we 
havent  touched  together.  Seven  years  and  we  both  changed  too 
much,  too  fast.  I  know  where  you  live;  I  can  call  you  if  I  need 
or  want  to.  I  have  to  work  now.  Good-bye,  may  I  help  you 
ma’am? 


Memories  haunt  time  dissect  seconds  into  years  create  what 
years  have  built.  Destroyed.  I  have  time  to  think,  I  have  many 
years  of  remembering  waiting  for  the  gold  of  Petra’s  hair  to 
dance  across  my  face,  across  my  starched  shoulders  hung  before 
her  ringing  eyes  across  my  staring  mind,  obsessed  with  the 
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beauty  I  myself  have  seen  in  your  eyes,  your  eyes  your  eyes  her 
eyes  become  the  paper  becomes  her  as  all  I  see  becomes  her  and 
as  all  that  I  see  adds  to  the  beauty  of  her  standing  naked  before 
me  to  the  waist  from  each  direction  clothed  only  in  a  glowing 
navel  dancing  in  the  light  of  this  sweet  candle  shedding  glimpses 
through  the  dark  My  God  My  God  My  God. 

*  *  *  * 

Saunders  returned  from  Germany  eighteen  months  as  a  tank 
officer  wasting  years  in  the  fields  of  Bavaria  playing  war  before 
the  Prussian  gates  to  say  your  tradition  is  dead  to  Germans  your 
tradition  is  dead  rotting  in  our  war  games  staged  to  say  you  are 
dead,  staged  for  you  to  say  you  are  dead. 

Saunders  came  back  a  junkie  digging  through  time  to  escape 
time  clinging  fearful  to  the  grams  of  innocence  held  firmly 
through  the  dropper’s  eye  to  explode  in  scanting  vision 
heavenward  then  crash  gloriously  through  the  fix  into  need 
again,  again  and  again  ...  He  stayed  with  me  for  a  while  ,  while 
he  looked  for  a  place  to  live  on  money  saved  in  Germany  while 
he  scored  heroin  in  Back  Bay  and  shot  himself  daily  daily  and 
daily  once  again  in  the  bathroom  of  my  apartment.  He  gazed 
fixed  into  space  and  dreamless  scalded  his  memory  on  rocks 
driving  against  his  senses,  and  overdosed  twice  on  the  bathroom 
floor  turning  grey  and  choking  on  vomit  until  I  could  revive  him 
three  fucking  hours  one  night  till  morning  three  fucking  hours 
the  first  time  until  he  rose  and  said 
—What  happened? 

and  went  out  next  day  to  score  and  shoot  again,  to  die  and  rise 
again. 

He  ran  into  Petra  one  day  in  Harvard  Square  while  dancing  in 
the  street  hunched  and  bent  before  his  god  spiking  time  once 
and  for  all.  She  took  care  of  him  and  fed  him  coffee  and  knew 
about  injecting  salt  water  and  how  to  bring  back  a  stoned  out 
junkie  lying  choking  dying  on  the  bathroom  floor  vomiting  to 
beat  all  sense,  vomiting  blood  as  water,  and  she  knew  how  to 
help  him  and  Saunders  moved  into  her  room. 

I  would  see  them  on  Sundays  walking  on  Cambridge  Common 
holding  on  to  each  other  to  need  each  other  to  help  each  other 
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until  the  sun  disappeared  into  the  summer  night.  Petra  became 
pale  and  sad  sloppy  in  the  way  she  talked  slurring  words  and 
gestures  into  the  drug  itself  not  herself,  but  becoming  the  drug 
itself,  and  sometimes  we  would  talk  as  if  it  were  seven  years 
before  seven  years  without  the  road  Chicago  Newyork  and 
Germany  as  if  we  were  old  friends  still  living  in  the  innocence  of 
adolescence,  but  we  knew  we  were  not  and  that  Petra  and 
Saunders  were  junkies  obliterating  each  other  for  a  glimpse  of  a 
heaven  they  could  never  catch,  because  each  came  before  the 
other,  and  I  was  worn  out  working  madly  against  my  self  trying 
to  forget  seven  years  of  remembering  time  spent  gracefully 
searching  through  each  other  to  perhaps  find  ourselves.  We  had 
come  so  close,  and  lost  it  all  through  innocence  as  much  as 
through  experience.  Petra  and  Saunders  vanished  for  several 
weeks  and  I  heard  that  they  were  in  Vermont  trying  to  find  a 
place  to  live  in  the  country  but  were  having  trouble  because  of 
the  dropper’s  eye,  and  kept  coming  to  Boston  to  cop  more 
dope,  and  then  Saunders’  money  ran  out  and  they  were  stealing 
from  apartments  to  support  each  other. 


I  was  leaving  Boston  in  the  fall  to  go  to  Hong  Kong  to  work  for 
American  Express  and  was  packing  my  books  for  shipment 
home  when  the  phone  rang  seriously  and  answered  it  was  Petra 
calling  to  say  (  have  changed  hoping  hoping  to  find  myself  again 
wading  through  your  pristine  hair  and  thighs)  to  say,  quite 
simply 


-Saunders  is  dead.  I  have  tried  everything  I  know  to  bring  him 
around.  God,  I’m  scared  he’s  dead  stone  cold  dead  rotting  on 
the  floor  I  cant  take  it  I’m  splitting  leaving  going  out  of  here 
will  you  please  please  please  please  call  the  police  or  someone, 
his  mother  anyone  to  tell  them  he’s  dead  I  cant  stay. 


click,  end  of  life,  of  memory,  of  time.  Saunders  quietly  died 
and  never  knew  it.  He  just  sort  of  floated  out  and  left  behind 
nothing,  not  even  a  memory  as  he  drifted  out  of  my  mind  as  the 
dead  do.  And  Petra  leaving  for  Godknows  where  and  me  lost  in 
hope,  despair,  yes  I  will  call  the  police  and  tell  his  mother 
gently  that  he  is  dead  dead  dead  dead  dead  never  to  rise 
again. 
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Incision,  through  the  skin,  benign  tumor,  malignant  growth, 
remove  it.  And  in  the  moment,  clear  insight.  We  are  all  so  very 
very  helpless. 


I  saw  Georges  at  the  funeral,  a  mass  for  the  resurrection  and  she 
looked  good.  She  was  with  Saunders’  mother  helping  her  stand 
through  the  ceremony.  She  was  doing  what  she  could  not  do 
before.  It  was  much  too  late. 
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Winter  skating  almost 
at  an  end 

we  keep  the  fire  burning 

long  past  the  supper  hour 

Indian  river  with  your  ancient 

dynamited  rocks  your  blueberry 

fields  and  forests 

we  knew  you  as  another  friend 

when  fire  crackled 

and  sparks,  like  Pegasus,  flew 

into  a  blue  starred  sky 

Remember  us  then  trudging 

with  only  skates  around  our  necks, 

only  mittens  upon  our  hands 

Lamb  of  the  Child  within  us 

remember  us  with  you 

before  the  fire 

innocents  on  the  Indian  river 


pour  rainbow 


Night  descends  upon  the  ravaged  city  .  .  .  Trains  derailed.  Faery  tithings 
stripped  to  the  polar  night.  Lone  banshee  beat  pools  by  fallen  trees.  Poet 
on  the  lighthouse  path.  The  wisdom  of  the  nightmare  factories.  As 
inexorably  good  Queen  Mauve  makes  her  rounds  .  .  . 


Pour  Rainbow 


(with  pauses) 

Gently  vibrating 
This  son  of  Pan 
Waltzes  to  a  whisper 
Dropped  half  underhand 

Carrion  Lady 
Why  asleep? 

When  on  the  midnight 
You  could  be  walking 

There  is  a  child  on  the  wire 
A  hero  bends  before  the  dawn 
What  is  the  wind  that  moves  the  sailor 
The  princess,  the  lover  and  the  pawn 

(  And  love  us  is  what  you  do 

When  there  is  nothing  more  to  say  ) 
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I 

As  Balso  poised  pinpoint  on  the  edge  of  the  enveloping  orfice 
The  poet  sleeps: 

Ossified 

Eyeing  among  the  nettles  and  the  snarks 
Preferred; 

Drunk  with  Zeno’s  paradox  on  his  lap. 


II 


(an  Ozark  morning) 

Shall  I  take  you  to  the  mountains 
As  flesh  sought  before  the  sky 
And  at  the  sacrifice  of  Autumn 
To  kneel  above  the  waterfront 
Where  exotic  fish  are  piled  high: 

There  upon  a  boat  of  silence 
We  shall  command  our  lost  lagoon 
With  visions  Lydian  as  the  smoke 
That  seeks  to  vanish  before  the  moon  .  .  . 

Ill 


A  hoisted  salute:  An  arranger’s 

prayer:  The  cathedral  escape  into  the  night 
A  portered  hare  lies  buried  in  a  field. 


Mind  dead  yet  to  the  weather. 

The  idle  marching 
Across  yards  of  forest  lawns 
Onto  dustbin  disinfected  afternoons. 
Sick  smiles 

Embrace  the  shadows  as  waiting  yena. 
Setting  sail, 

Dizzy  on  the  fallen  bow, 

Catch  a  ray  from  a  morning  tower; 
Ease  by  the  strands, 

Light  on  the  workhouse  reeds, 

Parade  the  wings  of  hollow  gulls. 


As  witness  the  movements  of  love  in  the  leather  city. 
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IV 

My  eyes  move  down  the  city 
As  a  razor  over  glass 
My  eyes  mow  down  the  city 
In  an  ever  desperate  pass. 

Asleep,  asleep  on  some  beach  are  you 
Beyond  the  drumming  and  the  roar 
Asleep  in  the  sand  and  grass  are  you 
On  some  disinherited  shore. 

A  sojourner  eyes  a  trellis 
By  to  take  root  and  vine 
A  shade  looks  to  a  trellis 
As  points  cling  to  a  line  .  .  . 

Asleep,  asleep  on  some  beach  are  you 
Beyond  the  drumming  and  the  roar 
Asleep  in  the  sand  and  grass  are  you 
On  some  inherited  shore. 

My  eyes  move  down  the  city 
As  a  razor  over  glass 
My  eyes  mow  down  the  city 
In  an  ever  desperate  pass. 

V 

September  morning 

Delicate  as  the  spirits  in  a  lung  machine. 

Eyes  of  pain  down  rivers  of  madness 
The  twitch  of  no  words 
Two  children  asleep  upon  an  oaken  bed 
Carved  by  lice  in  railroad  ties. 

Her  face  a  tome 

Poised  in  a  hero’s  swing  of  the  marble  bells 

Motioning  in  the  noisy  townspeople 

Like  a  cancerous  country  priest  on  an  Easter  morning. 

VI 

Martha  in  knickers  and  sturgeon  sandles 
Creeping  like  Stalin  on  the  way  to  mail, 


Robert  Pol i to/  page  19 


The  triumphs  of  her  breathing 
Posturing  castles  in  the  midsummer  air. 

When  she  speaks  it  is  of  raisins,  of— 

Sarah  Bernhardt,  Molloy,  and  Lautrecs  prunes: 
But  lately  of  a  caterpillar  dying  young. 

If  asked  all  says  Martha,  we  share. 

VII 

Carolina 

Circle  of  fortune 

The  rock  and  air  shape  a  morning  shower. 
Spirit 

The  springing  of  pines 

City  light  fading  on  a  fallen  vine. 

Style 

Margin  of  hunger 

The  magic  mounting  of  a  child’s  wonder. 

Evening 

Love  advances 

A  spirit,  the  style  enhances. 

VIII 

Above  the  fishhook  rose  the  steeples, 

Like  lazy  bedbugs  move  the  towns 
Down  the  river  .  .  .  Not  for  noone 
Do  they  move  .  .  .  The  quilted  fields 
And  these  gypsy  springs. 

Above  the  fishhook  rose  the  steeples, 

Like  lazy  bedbugs  move  the  towns 
Down  the  river  .  .  .  Not  for  noone 
On  the  sand  she  lies .  .  .  Hermitess 
To  the  sundowns  whimper. 


IX 

As  if  circumventing  the  night  in  coursings  of  pain 
Two  argued  lovers  tossed  and  tousled 
Like  frozen  trams  on  the  unbridled  night  streets 
Ache  and  arch  in  fantasms  of  grace: 
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As  if  elevating  the  glimpses  and  retreats  of  silence 
To  sacraments  of  time  in  razored  embracings: 

As  if  ever  edging  as  sand  by  a  prospering  sea: 

But  at  last  to  writhe  the  wind  back  to  the  grasslands 
Where  rock  and  glass  curled  about  strands  of  rage 
Shape  berths  of  peace  in  the  dimming  light. 


X 


(Rite) 


i 


Indiscreetly  tall  and  blonde,  the  hag  with  the  pale  eyes  and  the  black 
hair,  whose  twitch  is  of  a  thousand  ferns  on  a  windless  night,  ever  edges  in 
a  paradigm  of  desire  over  the  oaken  bed;  a  gold  dagger  extends  the  ghastly 
ripple  of  her  sundrenched  polished  hand.  Poised  in  her  vigil,  intent  with 
the  violent  silence  of  a  forest  quay  at  dawn,  cascades  of  a  galvanized 
emptiness  beckon  her  limbs  in  a  deadly  pattern  of  finnish  trundles  a’step 
in  an  ancient  anguished  metropolis. 

—The  failure  of  salmon  on  an  unawakened  noon. 


A  lighthouse  poet 

Caravans  of  silver  bells  and  railroad  walks 
Oxymorons  of  color 

Two  frozen  children  on  a  whitewashed  beach 
Rivers  of  turbulence  arise 
Echoes  of  ineffable  remains 

The  manner  of  a  minstrel  scratching  at  the  door  quiet  but  for  a  razor  in  his 
hair. 


iii 


He  plunges  into  a  berth  of  rhyme.  The  ceiling  is  alive  with  rage  and 
dancing.  Pour  rainbow!  fierce  with  the  petals  of  a  wizard’s  longing.  The 
old  castrate  with  his  visions  swept  in  azure  conjectures  of  hero’s  lines  and 
an  old  monk’s  curses.  Sheets  of  sand,  brittle  and  golden  beneath  the  barest 
of  feet  arise  to  unknown  strains  piercing  the  grey  atmosphere. 

—A  soldier  of  boredom  marching  in  cemeteries  of  the  lord. 
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iv 


Princess  and  sailor  exhausted  from  jousting  sleep  until  dawn  brings 
the  rogues  of  shelter. 

XI 

Rising  like  the  rain  on  a  midtown  morning 
From  beneath  blackened  convoluted  waves, 

Sought  as  a  traitor  by  the  sun 

Emerges  a  city  through  the  beckoning  haze. 

The  quickening  of  life  in  Arctic  spreads; 

Torn  from  pale  recesses  of  dust; 

Judged  now  as  flotsam,  sought  for  rage, 

Wanders  now  with  a  vagrant’s  lust. 

XII 

As  he  turns  to  the  night,  slow 

Like  a  bandaged  painter  in  a  frozen  Paris  attic 

The  shapings  of  his  hand  clink 

In  austere  patterns  of  leather  and  steel 

And  the  sweat  on  the  felt  of  his  chest 

Is  heavy  and  tired  with  salt. 

Quiet  draw  the  beams  across  the  tiny  room 
Pale  as  sundown  is  the  quivering  street 
Caught  as  a  bat  in  the  noisy  season 
He  rolls  and  hardened  eyes  cough  on  the  haze. 

Fashions  move  against  the  night. 

Arch  as  the  lines  in  frozen  faces: 

On  raging  chairs  the  heroes  stand 
With  visions  of  waste  before  the  night. 

XIII 

These  be  the  blues,  I  wander 
City  sleeps,  your  eyes,  I  wonder 

These  be  the  city  lines  falling 
Enter  the  children  upon  fallen  lines. 

Lead  them  yelping  to  the  monument: 

Assuage  the  yena  with  their  savage  grace. 


the  red  king 


“Did  you  know  its  ten  fifteen?”  she  said. 

“No,  I  don’t  know  or  care.” 

“Do  you  have  anywhere  to  go  this  morning?”  she  continued. 

“No,”  I  said.  She  looked  good  in  her  morning  smile.  The  soft 
cotton  clung  gently  to  her,  making  the  waking  easier. 

“If  you  dont,  why  dont  you  come  with  me?  I’ve  got  some 
shopping  to  do.  Just  a  few  things.  We  can  have  lunch  on  the 
Common,  if  you  like?” 

“I  dont  really  have  the  presence  of  mind  yet  to  decide,  to 
make  any  decision  about  what  I’d  like  to  do  today.  What  I’d 
like  to  do,  if  you  really  want  to  know,  is  go  back  into  that  bed 
and  stay  there  till  tomorrow.” 

“OK.  I  wont  ask  you  again.  You  know  the  question,  and  we 
have  time  before  I’ll  be  ready.  Maybe  by  then  you’ll  want  to?” 

“No.” 

“Just  wait,  please.  There’s  no  need  for  a  yes  or  a  no  now. 
Have  some  more  coffee,  that’ll  help.” 

“It’ll  help  you,  but  it’ll  only  wake  me  up.  The  bed’s  going  to 
lose  its  grip  with  each  sip.” 

“ That’s  good.  You  sound  more  like  the  man  I  met  last 
week.” 

“I  am  not  the  man  you  met  then.  That  man  is  dead.  Dead, 
repeat,  dead.” 

She  looked  at  me— I  caught  her  surprise,  but  she  was  too  hurt 
to  notice.  It  was  intriguing  to  see  her  look  change  again  to 
pique,  to  become  almost  an  angry  gaze,  all  because  she  was 
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unaware  that  I,  with  my  head  down  in  sleep,  was  eyeing  her 
every  facial  move.  Her  hurt  was  far  too  short-lived  to  be  real. 

“You’re  just  very  tired,”  she  said,  her  voice,  soft  like  a 
siren ’s-song,  taking  me  closer,  back  to  the  first  look  of  pain  to 
almost  a  believing  in  that  look. 

“It’s  too  early  for  all  this.  There’s  no  reason  for  any  of  this  to 
happen.  Why  dont  you  take  off  your  gown  and  we’ll  both  go  to 
bed?” 

She  started  to  obey,  to  take  off  her  nightgown,  and  I 
laughed.  There  was  no  stopping  it.  She  said  something.  There 
was  nothing  to  do  but  leave  the  room  and  the  building. 

”1  want  a  beer,  but  its  got  to  be  coffee.” 

“OK.” 

That’s  it:  OK.  Somehow  the  smile  seemed  to  indicate  more, 
much  more  than  the  facile  shift  of  the  muscles  of  her  white 
face.  Maybe,  if  I  ever  see  you  again,  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  think  of 
you. 

On  my  right  I  can  see  the  bar.  My  waitress  must  be  one  of  the 
two  or  three  (or  more,  its  hard  to  tell  how  many)  running  in 
and  out  of  the  door  opposite  the  bar.  Each  of  them  comes  out, 
stops,  talks  with  the  barman,  laughs  at  the  sandwich  tray  in  her 
hands,  and  then  disappears  into  the  drying  clothes  and  the 
curious  mixture  of  fresh  and  stale  smoke. 

The  coffee  sits  in  front  of  me;  a  spoon  lies  on  a  paper  napkin. 
There’s  cream. 

“Johnny?  Johnny?” 

“Me?” 

“Johnny,  its  me,”  she  said,  sat  herself  down  beside  me.  She ’d 
come  from  inside.  Her  coat  was  somehwere  else  across  the 
room,  drying.  “What  are  you  doing  here?” 

“Having  coffee.  Getting  warm.  Nothing  much.” 

What’s  your  name?  I  wanted  to  ask  her. 

“I’m  here  with  my  friend  Frank.  We’re  getting  married 
tomorrow  if  his  uncle  comes  up  from  Baltimore.  He’s  a 
minister,  and  he  said  he’d  do  it.  You  see,  I’m— well,  I’m 
pregnant,  and  there’s  no  need  to  let  everyone  know,  is  there?” 

“No,  there’s  not.” 

“I  knew  you’d  understand.”  The  girl  kissed  me,  lingered  her 
lips  on  my  cheek  as  if  whispering  to  me. 

“Who  are  you?”  I  asked. 

“We’re  getting  married  tomorrow,  Frank  and  I.  Arent  you 
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excited?  You’ll  come,  of  course?  We  dont  need  you.  I  mean,  we 
have  witnesses,  but  I’d  like  to  have  someone  nice  there,  too.  A 
wedding  is  very  special,  you  know.” 

She  hadnt  heard  me. 

“When  we  get  it  over  with,  we’re  going  to  Aspen  to  ski. 
Frank’s  got  a  friend  there—” 

“You’re  pregnant,  though?” 

“Oh,  the  doctor  says  I  can  ski  if  I  want  to.  It’s  not  long  now, 
and  I’ll  be  cooped-up  for  a  long  time  soon,  so  I  need  to  go 
skiing.  Dont  you  see,  Johnny?” 

“I  see.” 

She  was  a  very  pretty  girl.  There  was  no  need  to  go  beyond 
that.  She  was  getting  married  tomorrow  in  a  private  ceremony 
to  an  unknown  Frank  by  his  unknown  minister-uncle  from 
Baltimore— maybe.  At  least  she  was  happy  about  skiing. 

“Goodbye.  Frank’s  waiting  for  me.  I  told  him  I’d  only  be  a 
minute.  Come  tomorrow  even  if  we  dont  have  it.  We  could  do 
something  together,  like  we  used  to.  Frank  wont  mind.  Fle’d 
like  you  because  I  do.  There’ll  be  a  party,  anyway,  so  come.” 

“Maybe.” 

“Promise?”  she  said.  “You’ve  got  to  promise  you’ll  come.” 

“OK.  If  I’ve  got  to  I’ve  got  to.” 

“That’s  better.  Bye.” 

“I  never  agreed  to  anything,”  I  said,  but  she  was  gone  back  to 
where  she’d  come  from:  from  Frank. 

I  could  go  home,  or  somewhere  else,  and  watch  the  same 
things  going  on  over  again.  There  was  little  need  to  leave  here: 
it’s  all  here,  going  on  right  in  front  of  me,  and  it’ll  happen 
without  my  asking,  and  it  can  stop  if  I  walk  away. 

The  coffee  was  gone. 

“My  beer?” 

“OK.” 

“Thanks,”  /  smiled  for  her. 

I  dropped  the  half-smoked  cigarette  butt  into  the  coffee  cup. 
The  sizzle,  so  familiar,  was  lost  in  the  commotion  of  three  girls 
coming  in  and  down  the  short  three  steps  immediately  to  my 
right.  They  were  girls  of  indeterminable  age.  All  of  them 
alike— none  pretty,  all  loud,  and  one  brushed  her  wet  coat 
against  my  shoulder  without  a  word.  Excuse  me.  There  was  a 
tinge  about  them  in  their  gray  coats  and  dark  sodden  hair.  And 
there  was  something  like  permanence  in  these  three:  they  would 
not  move.  Like  three  gray  skinned  giraffes  they  craned  their 
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long  necks,  each  ringed  with  white  where  summer  never 
touched  them  in  a  genuinely  desperate  search  for  a  table  to 
accommodate  all.  I  could  leave.  There  was  room  for  three  where 
I  was  seated. 

“Here’s  OK.  I  was  going  anyway.” 

They  were  gone  now,  seated,  and  I  saw  my  waitress  and  my 
beer. 

Drink  it. 


If  Jenny  werent  there,  then  it  would  be  all  right.  I  could  just  be 
quiet  and  sit  and  think.  That’s  something  every  day  doesnt 
bring.  Perhaps  today  there  would  be  a  chance.  Shit.  The  water 
was  in  my  shoes.  If  only  your  mind  left  you  alone  long  enough 
to  watch  your  step.  If  the  night  wasnt  so  dark,  the  room  so 
cold.  A  man  needs  a  warm  body  to  fight  the  cold. 

“I  love  you  Jenny  Snow.” 

If  Jenny  was  here,  she’d  smile.  There’s  something  about  her, 
but  it  will  remain  an  unknown  something. 

I  picked  up  the  mail  by  the  telephone,  leafed  through  Time , 
sat  down  with  a  glass  of  wine,  smoked,  and  worried  about  her. 
A  silence  all  around,  undisturbed  by  the  wind  and  rain, 
enhanced  by  the  occasional  cracking  of  the  building  somewhere 
unknown,  somewhere  next  to  me,  miles  away.  A  noise  like  the 
distant  hum  of  the  train  pouring  over  the  trestle.  Sometimes,  on 
a  clear  day,  you  could  see  it  from  the  top  of  the  pine  tree  on 
top  of  the  bank  behind  the  house.  Three  branches  grew 
horizontally  from  the  top  of  the  tree  and  you  could  sit  there, 
perched  in  the  crow’s  nest,  and  look  out  at  the  houses  in  their 
geometric  perfection.  And  at  the  right  time,  the  train  could  be 
seen  crossing  the  trestle  in  the  woods  across  the  river.  Only  then 
did  the  wind,  the  sky,  the  houses,  the  train,  the  great  hills  rising 
like  blue  clouds  from  the  long  flat  ground  belong  to  you.  And 
the  black  pitch  from  the  pine  that  told  indelibly  on  your  hands 
that  you  were  climbing  trees  tasted  sweet. 

“Jenny?” 

“What  are  you  doing  here?” 

“What  do  you  mean,  what  am  I  doing  here?  I  came  to  see 
you.” 

“You  knew  I  wouldnt  be  here.  I  told  you  I  was  going 
shopping.” 

“Not  in  this  rain.” 

“Why  not?” 
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“It’s  really  miserable  out.  I  got  soaked.” 

“Yes,  I  saw  your  coat  on  the  floor.  I  nearly  tripped  over  it 
and  your  shoes.  Dont  leave  wet  things  lying  in  the  doorway.” 

“I  need  you  to  take  care  of  me  in  my  old  age.” 

“Yes,  then  you’ll  need  me.” 

She  went  out  of  the  room  and  I  sat  there,  wanting  her 
shoulder  to  rest  on. 

“Have  some  wine,”  I  shouted  to  her. 

“What?” 

“Nothing.” 

She  came  back  out  of  the  bathroom. 

“What  did  you  say?  I  couldnt  hear  you?” 

“I  asked  you  to  have  some  wine  with  me.  Take  your  shoes 
off  and  stay  awhile.  We’ll  make  merry  while  the  sun  shines.” 

“Until  it  shines,  you  mean.” 

“What  does  it  matter?  There’s  me  and  you,  and  wine  and 
song,  right?” 

“What  song?  Wine,  women  and  you  is  more  like  it.” 

“And  you  do  like  it?”  I  said. 

“Maybe,”  she  said. 

I  looked  at  her. 

“Maybe?  Dont  you  like  being  here?  With  me,”  I  added. 

“I  think  you  should  switch  that  around.” 

“Oh,  I  didnt  mean  anything.  I’m  that  way  in  the  morning. 
You’ll  just  have  to  get  used  to  it.” 

“I  dont  have  to  get  used  to  anything,”  she  said,  turning  her 
back  to  the  door  and  facing  me. 

“I  dont  have  anything  to  say  to  you.” 

“No.” 

“You  dont  want  me  to  say  anything,  do  you?” 

“No,”  she  said  again. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  wait  for  her  next  move.  I  lit  a 
cigarette,  exhaled,  waited. 

“There’s  the  phone,”  she  said,  going  out  to  answer  it. 

“Hello,”  I  heard  her  say.  “No,  he’s  not  able  to.  No,  nothing 
bad,  just— Goodbye.” 

“Who  was  that?” 

“Someone— a  girl.  I  couldnt  catch  her  name  if  she  said  it.  I 
was  confused  when  it  was  a  girl’s  voice  asking  for  Johnny. 
That’s  the  first  time.  I  dont  know  why  it  happened.  That’s  the 
first  time  since  I’ve  been  here,  that’s  all.” 

“I  dont  know  who  it  couldve  been.  I  wasnt  expecting  a  call.” 
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“It  doesnt  matter,  does  it?” 

“No,  it  doesnt,”  I  said. 

“It  just  goes  to  show  me  what  this  is  all  about.” 

Her  voice  was  straining.  There  was  no  telling  what  might 
come  next. 

“You  dont  need  me  one  bit.  As  soon  as  you  feel  bored  you 
can  throw  me  out  and  that  other  girl— on  the  phone— she’ll 
replace  me.” 

She  stopped,  waiting  for  an  answer. 

“Its  all  very  strange,”  she  continued.  “I’m  sorry  about  all  of 
it.  I  just  had  this  feeling  where  I  knew  that  you  were  something, 
that  I  and  that  girl  make  you  something,  no  matter  what  that 
something  is,  and  I  cant  define  it.  And  I  knew  that— Well,  its 
like  the  Red  King’s  dream.” 

“And  I’m  the  King?  And  you’re  Alice,  and  if  I  wake  up, 
you’re  nothing?” 

“I  think  that’s  it.  Yes,  you  are.  I’m  your  dream.  It  started 
only  a  week  ago.” 

“And  all  this  time  you’ve  been  afraid  I’d  wake  up?” 

“Yes.” 

“It  would  be  better  for  you  if  you’d  picked  another  story. 
Like  Rip  Van  Winkle.” 

I  watched  as  indecisive  tears  gathered  into  one  large  drop  at 
the  tip  of  her  nose.  She  stood  unaware,  like  a  tree.  Then, 
quickly,  she  wiped  the  moisture  off  and  went  to  cry  alone. 

“I’ll  be  back  for  dinner,”  I  said,  but  softly,  so  she  wouldnt 
hear,  so  she  would  not  wake.  “The  dream  belongs  to  Alice.” 
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We  go  to  tow  the  world 

within  a  dragging  net 

and  the  world  slips  by 

Lands  end  light  is  climbing  past  the  mast 

We  pass,  for  sea  and  shore,  out  of  the  harbor 

the  breathing  air  goes  dark 

fog  and  fog  horn  sound 

around  good  Hope 

a  thousand  voices  drowning 

pull  up  break  waves  slide  down 

avalanching  trills  that  swell 

and  fall,  Indian  file,  forever 
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ye/lo  w  feathered  cap 
on  long  necked  wrinkled  tree-trunk 
with  every  pin -wheel  spinning 
to  the  wind  of  child,  blown  breaths 
holding  dialogue  with  each  other, 
beckons  my  attention 
against  the  blue  and  pink 
of  candy  cotton  clouds. 


Anne  Marie  DeFelippo 
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come  closer  I  grow  old 
grow  closer  to  my  lord 
death  ripping  through 


years,  years  and  some 

ago  I  drove  from  boston 
to  New  London  alone  in  my  car. 

I  lived  alone  then  as  I  do  now. 

I  am  no  mother,  alien  to  the  soil 
I  drove  men  to  work  making  soap 

of  all  things  I  made  a  fortune 
and  never  paid  a  cent  of  taxes 


I  hold  no  secrets  in  my  age 
have  learned  nothing  but 
the  feel  of  money  growing 
now  closer  comes  death 

and  I  see  nothing  but  the  black  scab  growing. 


old  woman  alone, 
never  paid  taxes 
dying  in  the  blackness. 

v|y  vj/  vjy  vjy  s|/ 

into  time,  spaciousness 
that  wraps  itself  in  memories— 
the  blackness  of  age. 
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frank 


“Frank,  how  long  have  you  been  working  here?”  the  boy 
asked. 

“Oh,  ’bout  twenty  years  now.  Been  here  since  the  Queens¬ 
town  stables  were  built  up  at  the  north  end  of  the  track.” 

Frank  plunged  his  pitchfork  into  the  pile  of  straw  and  lifted 
a  large  lump  of  it  that  covered  the  fork  halfway  up  the  handle. 

“Well,  how  old  are  you?”  the  boy  asked. 

“I’m  fifty,”  said  Frank,  turning  slowly  and  mechanically, 
shuffling  out  of  the  stall  with  short,  heavy  steps.  He  approached 
the  large  manure  box  and  deposited  the  load  from  the  pitchfork 
with  a  deliberate,  powerful  swing. 

“You’re  older  than  that,  Frank,”  said  the  boy  with  a  teasing 
smile. 

“Fifty-five,”  said  Frank,  with  a  still-serious  expression  on  his 
face,  the  sweat  beads  glistening  on  his  furrowed,  brown 
forehead.  Dragging  his  pitchfork  on  the  ground  behind  him,  he 
went  back  into  the  stall,  began  pitching  straw  into  one  corner, 
moving  in  slow,  deliberate  motions.  He  was  almost  mechanically 
steady  and  looked  as  if  he  had  not  rested  once  in  those  twenty 
years.  He  never  stopped  or  changed  his  rhythm. 

“Sixty,”  Frank  said. 
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I  stood  back  near  the  next  stall,  smiled  as  I  took  a  scratch 
rake  for  the  smaller,  scattered  bits  of  straw,  grain,  hay,  and 
horse  manure. 

“You’re  an  old  man,  Frank,”  the  boy  said  gleefully. 

“I’m  an  old  man,  but  I  can  still  do  things  you  can’t  do.” 

“When  were  you  born,  Frank?” 

“1904,  I  think.” 

“That  makes  you  sixty-four!”  the  boy  said  triumphantly. 

“Can  you  jump  up  in  the  air  and  click  your  heels  twice?” 
asked  Frank. 

“You  do  it,”  said  the  boy. 

Frank  leaned  his  pitchfork  up  against  the  wall  of  the  stall  for 
the  first  time  that  hot  summer  afternoon.  FH is  lips  curled  up 
slightly  and  from  deep  within  his  chest  he  laughed  in  the  same 
slow,  measured  way  that  he  had  been  cleaning  stalls  at  the  track 
for  so  many  years.  Suddenly  he  jumped  up  into  the  air,  clicking 
his  heels  together  twice  before  he  landed.  Then  he  jumped  again 
and  landed,  and  again  and  again,  clicking  his  heels,  jumping 
convulsively  like  on  a  pogo  stick,  his  eyes  wide  and  staring,  his 
body  stiff  and  awkward,  his  movements  with  jerky,  epileptic¬ 
like  speed.  Fie  looked  like  an  uncontrollable  puppet  on  a  string. 

Finally  he  stopped,  looking  at  us  with  a  broad  grin  of 
triumph.  The  boy  was  jumping  up  into  the  air  trying  to  click  his 
heels  together  twice.  “Almost  got  it  that  time,”  he  said  as  he 
tried  again  and  yet  another  time,  and  as  Frank  was  already  back 
inside  the  stall  piling  straw  and  manure  with  slow,  deliberate 
strokes,  grinning  as  he  worked. 
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sciomancy 


Now  we  drift  to  arctic  tryst , 
two  souls  apart  through  charcoal  bliss. 
Chasing  in  frenzy  a  dazzling  sky, 
eluding  the  empty  waste  we  passed, 
broken  seconds  ago, 
as  now  we  touch  eternity. 

Millions  of  stars  in  a  limitless  sky, 

Each  without  end  though  only  a  part. 

Here  in  this  moment  we  play  forever, 
grasping  our  joy,  now  or  never. 
Meri-go-rounds  and  cotton  candy. 

Lolipop  licking  and  midway  bandy. 

A  f err  is  wheel  to  up  and  to  down. 

The  taste  of  an  apple  caramel ed  brown. 
Entrancing,  bursting  color  swirling  around. 
The  soaring  calliope 's  spiraling  sound. 

And  as  we  pass  our  way  we  will  thrill 
to  our  hearts  unswerving  beats. 

Ride,  ride  the  celestial  carousel 
Spinning,  spinning,  no  end,  no  beginning. 

We  'I I  walk  along  a  narrow  beach 
hand  in  hand,  alone. 
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The  traces  of  distance  past, 

fo o tprin ts  on  ari d  san d,  un known. 

We  ’ll  feel  a  threatening  sea  surge  in 
and  singe  our  toes, 
but  then  retreat  and  make  us  glad, 
unaware  of  tides  and  flows. 

We  ’ll  build  sand  castles  on  our  way 
and  then  they  ’ll  always  be. 

And  sterile  pages  of  our  almanacs 
will  turn  themselves  relentlessly. 

Where  are  we  now,  my  friend? 

So  far,  so  near,  from  where  we  have  been. 

Hourglasses  of  gossamer  joy 
Filled  with  the  sands  of  sorrow. 

They  slip  through  our  lives 
and  we  count  them  not, 
pebbles  that  fall  to  the  sea. 

And  so  we  climb  rope  ladders 
in  a  gray,  unbounded  sky 
encased  forever 

in  the  viscous  mist  of  endless  time. 

An  hour  is  forever. 

A  knife  cuts  water 
A  falcon  swamps  a  rat. 
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how  it's  done 


The  torn  part  returns 

suburban  life  city  life  country  life 

and  turns  within 

October  the  falling  leaves 

the  waves  across  the  bay 

a  sound  of  hammers 

boarding  summer  windows 

sand  that  touches  shoes 

and  gulls  like  friends  half  notice 

that  day  recedes 

and  night  is  scattered  lights 

a  straw  fire  on  a  stretch  of  sand 

which  rounds  and  knows  only  the  Alantic 

and  thinks  if  Indians  are  thoughts  of  Indians 

of  Indians  and  war  and  stops 

Only  the  blue  waves  break  then  only  the  black 

another  view  of  stars  of  constellations 

of  distances  and  memory  imperfect  memory 

tugs  between  the  white  and  yellow  lights 

that  trail  along  the  canal  and  banks  above  them 

like  bridges  crossing  over  miles  apart  in 

different  years 

the  youth  who  leaned  out  and  leaped 

and  could  not  miss 

the  eyes  that  watch  straw  fire 

The  North  Alantic  reaches  with  a  hiss  of  watery  voices 

and  the  boy  who  slept  on  beaches  is  and  is  no  more 

ash  and  straw  float  with  the  sea  buried  straw  burned  in  the  sand 

stands  on  the  high  shore  near  names  carved  in  a  wooden  rail 

white  beneath  an  ancestor  of  the  rock  popped  lights 

Warm  shower  and  cold  sleep 

the  days  that  slap  and  kiss  and  stab  past 

go  until  a  year  has  worked  around  and  gone 

leaving  one  almost  strawless  strand  of  sand 

on  the  sea  the  separate  ways  have  tossed  and  drifted 
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all  that  is  not  lost  is  forgotten  never  was 
remembering  the  golden  notes  the  silver  note 
is  given  up 

Haunts  have  weaved  a  dirt  road  with  an  easy  day 
an  old  paper  bag  on  a  gust  lifts  from  the  weeds 
a  one  eyed  face  gored  with  a  time  lapse  a  dirt  road  an  easy  day 
removed  on  a  summer  road  the  bag  tumbles  a  flood  of  falling  bodies 
the  blast  and  lift  of  a  land  mine  the  scent  of  a  half  body  burned 
moves  away  with  the  silver  note  to  a  silent  place 

The  season  leaps  up  with  a  country 
and  weather  holds  the  spell 

Spring  rain  and  Winter  need  books  and  want  the  worded  world 

Capes  most  end  at  summer,  when  the  country  roads  open 

Then  the  season  shouts  to  me 

the  mountains  roar  for  my  feet  on  their  silence 

time  with  its  treason  tells  me  now  and  i  go 

out  to  the  land  the  wheat  fields  and  the  fireflys 

into  the  rainbow  world  with  my  head  down 

and  my  feet  North  towards  the  rain 

my  rope  is  strung  tight  between  pine  trees 

the  poncho  tied  and  staked  underside  dry 

above  dreams  of  the  wolf  pack 

sounds  of  bear  in  the  shadows 

pine  needle  dreams 

The  cities  run  into  large  towns  those  into  small(Pop.81 ) 
and  summer  streams  invisible  patterns 
the  shimmering  sun  burns  the  black  top 
Heat  waves  rock  like  water  across  the  land 
air  conditioning  factories  and  tar  paper  rooms 
boom  with  life 

a  good  harness  on  a  good  horse  moves  the  herd 
to  the  oil  rigs  and  water  hole 

the  shade  trees  and  windmill  spinning  without  knowing  the  wind 
or  the  grass  sea  running  endlessly  before  it 
a  deer  at  the  fence  scents  me  glides  up  over  out  into  the  meadow 
turns  returns  a  foot  a  few  feet  a  car  boils  down  the  deer  leaps 
is  gone  into  the  trees  the  car  barrels  on 
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past  the  Alamo  past  wild  horse  canyon  through  the  Bad  Lands  and 
the  Black  Hills  three  quick  pictures  of  Mount  Rushmore,  Deadwood 
and  out  to  California  or  Baltimore 

A  rattler  slides  among  rocks 

a  lizzard  waits  on  the  porch 

dog  in  the  shade  the  cabin  is  a  speck  in  the  sun 

at  night  a  cold  stone  that  creaks  and  moans  with  thirst 

the  first  sounds  of  thunder  gather  rattle  past  on  iron  rails 

Chief  Turkey  Leg  derailed  a  train  the  scalped  survivor  saw 

“They  rode  off  with  calico  tied  to  their  ponies  tails.” 

Iron  ponies  Indian  rails  a  sleeping  bag  on  a  village  green 
at  dawn  flamingoes 

beat  water  and  lift  the  everglades  from  sleep  with  flaming  wings 

a  gator  stirrs  reflections  of  a  windjammer  mist 

full  rigged  and  crewless, rust, a  thousand  birds  of  a  thousand  voices 

and  night  with  a  rustle  of  leaves  settles  in 

It  is  then  a  blind  man  in  a  blind  alley 

stutters  and  walks  under  the  ghost  of  a  tree 

grey  brown  limbs 

a  shaggy  March  wind  alone  in  a  deep  blue  sky 
streetlights  move 
a  dog  barks 

Missippi  River  flows  swollen  and  slow 

the  muddy  Missippi  with  no  place  to  go 

barges  knock  at  the  pier 

glass  chimes  sing  in  the  Captains  quarters 

Missippi  River  flows  swollen  Missippi  wind  moves  slow 

moved  to  the  muddy  Missippi  leaving  with  no  place  to  go 

The  trudge  and  toil  of  shoulder  to  the  wheel 

a  tractor  wheels  and  pulls  up  and  down  another  row 

a  million  other  rows  empty  Sunday  afternoon  cathredals 

over  concrete  parks  in  the  driveway 

dives  into  the  mill  pond 

a  quick  summersalt  the  instant  slack  and  slam 

Cool  water  Monday  money  boats  in  the  pond 

splash  and  feed,  swanboats  and  peanuts,  swanboats  and  swans 

popcorn  potato  chips  big  red  balloons 

throw  in  a  penny  toss  in  a  dime  clear  water  flickers  and  caught 
fire  cracker  cannons  Saturday  cartoons 
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full  moon  sad  love  sigh  speaks  to  the  heart 

speaks  to  the  mind  Heart  held  time 

the  ice  cream  the  candy  the  long  coffee  break 

the  coming  the  going  the  give  and  the  take 

the  long  dusty  road  at  evening  the  twilight  flowers 

plows  furrows  wagon  tracks  the  ancient  artifacts 

apple  butter  makings  toil  and  soil  American  Pioneer  Museum 

old  world  in  a  room  four  rooms  and  a  basement 

old  flintlocks  old  arrows 

The  harped  and  fluted  strings 
strum  upon  the  flat  land 
the  lean  and  fatted  cities 
crumble  as  the  crops  grow 
peaches  reach  to  the  ground 
with  the  feel  and  smell  of  plenty 
pallbearers  scuffle 
the  caskett  kicks  into  the  grave 
apple  blossems  turn  in  their  sleep 
tear  drop  violins 
begin  a  melody 

The  green  harbor  light  beckons  the  light  house  flashes 

California  calls  me  home  and  slides  into  the  sea 

the  black  and  weightless  sea  a  glimpse  of  the  abyss 

dog  whip  leach  internal  darkness  eternal  ledge 

unmeasured  fall  within 

the  reach  and  pitch 

ledge  and  reason  leap  Poet  or  die 

hailstones  on  the  skylight 

no  it  is  July 

there  are  no  hailstones 

no  skylight  it  is  the  forest 

and  the  night  it  is  the  rain 

the  drumming  rain  pouring  down  over  the  leaves 

it  is  airplanes  circling  towards  the  earth 
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be  not  without  some  mirth  on  your  journey 

into  the  whirl  pool  and  the  world 

do  not  think  you  are  alone  always 

do  not  think  you  know  what  is  unknown,  you  may 

remember  this 

Li  Po  holding  the  river 

the  river  holding  the  moon 

a  tigers  tail  trailing  from  a  cloud 

a  smoky  battlefield  at  daybreak 

chimneys  belching  forth  at  dusk 

my  burned  and  cherished  families 

rising  hot  and  pure  into  the  clouds 

do  not  forget  what  you  are  to  young  to  know 

or  to  old  to  remember 

neither  young  long  nor  old  forever 

the  middle  ages  measured  by  loves  seasons 

will  tell  some  all  they  know 

listen  do  not  listen  but  with  your  heart  hear  life 

the  wounds  of  love  named  or  unnamed 

can  lead  to  the  abyss 

one  is  alone  where  nothing  is 

nothing  aids  but  strength  I  give  you  mine 

I  am  a  giant 

under  six  feet  tall 

you  may  not  need  it 

me  it  did  no  good,  perhaps  a  little, 

a  lions  paw  the  herons  wings 

i  see  a  young  and  lovely  girl  with  braids 

midnight  the  ocean  breakers  roll  white  capped  and  black 
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This  instant  traveling 

you  will  be  some  one  elses  memory 

touches  me  in  the  still  center 

revolves  perceptively  deceives 

dissolves  is  neither  joy  nor  pain 

how  long  the  hawk  goes  after  prey 

the  bitter  vacant  self  awakens 

how  quickly  kills  aloft  again 

the  desert  air 

how  still  the  summer  sits 

Should  you  rise  from  this  and  walk 

out  to  the  marble  towns 

and  tell  them  this  world  is  true 

and  rests  on  nothing 

and  tell  them  you  were  seventeen 

or  twenty  and  fought  because  you 

did  not  know 

they  know  already 

today  is  Friday, market  day,  money  day 

the  weekend  starts 

bank  books  and  bellies  swell 

the  corpses  of  your  friends 

are  clean 

the  flesh 

has  fallen  from  them 
Do  not  move  but  slowly 
all  glass  breaks 
diamonds  cut  diamonds 
the  laurel  wreath  decays 
someone  may  mean  to  help 
and  kill 

the  moon  itself 
is  still  the  moon 
in  darkness 
in  darkness  an  owl 
finds  the  mouse 
someone  lost  in  briars 
blind  in  pain 
may  stumble  somewhat 
accidently  home 
or  on  to  flowers 
leap  Poet  or  die 
there  are  no  stars 
to  guide  you  in  the  sky 
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carnival's  electric 


“Round  and  round  it  goes,  where  it  stops 

A  carnival’s  electric  eyes 
Sight  the  coming  of  the  young: 

Deep  down  droning  shifts  pitch 
To  hold  a  rising  smile 
“Bouncing  boy  of  shine,  how  do  you?” 
Perks  his  ears  like  a  dog, 

(They  see  ghosts,  I’ve  watched) 

Tight,  like  he  grips  his  quarter, 

Flushed,  while  he  turns  to  find 
A  cause  for  mystery. 

A  carnival’s  electric  eyes 
Can  throw  a  painted  wink, 

Invite  you  inside  for 
A  one-day-will-be  drink. 

She’ll  be  your  night-time  mother, 

Soothe  your  dreams  of  falling 
With  cotton  candy  coaxes  and 
Spin  you  on  her  carousel  of  fire. 
“Careful,”  haunts  the  day-light 
But  wonder  lurks  in  corners 
Unseen  by  the  sun. 

A  carnival’s  electric  eyes 
Can  be  worn  like  glasses. 

A  carnival’s  coloured  shroud 
Can  clothe  you  in  secrets. 

“Come”  she  will  ask  you 
To  bathe  in  her  water, 

“Come”  she  will  ask  you 
To  see  what  she  sees. 

How  will  you  answer 
Sweet  boy  of  fancy, 

How  will  you  conquer 
The  last  shred  of  fear? 

“Round  and  round  it  goes,  where  it  stops 


